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Our  c^duertisers 


BETHLEHEM  BAKING  CO. 
BETHLEHEM  GLOBE-TIMES 
BETHLEHEM  STEEL  CO. 

BELL  TELEPHONE  CO.  OF  PENNA. 
BROOKS  BROTHERS 
CHESTERFIELD 
CHEVROLET  MOTOR  CO. 

CLUETT  PEABODY  CO. 

COLLEGE  HUMOR 
DIETRICH’S 
EDWARD’S  TAILORING 
FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK 
HAFFNER  MEAT  CO. 

WM.  A.  HEACOCK 
HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 
KOCH  BROS. 

LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
LIFE  SAVER 
MEALEY’S  AUDITORIUM 
MOWRER’S  DAIRY 
E.  O’REILLY  CO. 

RAU  & ARNOLD 
REYBURN-ROBERTS  CO. 
SANDERS-REINHARDT  CO. 

E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 
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ET  THE  DAY  and  hout  and  . 


pay  Mother  and  Dad  a regular 
weekly  “voice  visit”  by  telephone. 


They’ll  he  thrilled  to  hear  the  latest  campus 
news  ...  to  share  the  fun  ...  to  know  you’re 
well.  It’s  a safe  bet  you’ll  enjoy  it,  too!  Make 
it  a habit  ...  as  much  as  your  weekly  letter! 


The  cost  is  low  . . . particularly  at  night.  Just 
look  at  these  figures!  After  8.30  P.  M.,  points 
a hundred  miles  away  can  be  reached  for  35c 
. . . nearly  two  hundred  miles  away  for  60c! 
And,  of  course  (Dad  will  O.  K.  this),  you  can 
always  reverse  the  charge! 

Now  for  the  call  . . . 


H 


FOR  THE  LOWEST  COST 
AND  GREATEST  EASE 

Set  your  “date”  for  after  8.30  P.  M.,  and  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  low  Night  Rates.  (A  dollar  call  is 
60c  at  night;  a 50c  call  is  35c.)  Just  giv’e  the  oper- 
ator your  home  telephone  number.  If  you  like, 
charges  can  be  reversed. 

By  making  a date  the  folks  will  be  at  home.  Thus 
you  can  make  a Station  to  Station  call  rather 
than  the  more  expensive  Person  to  Person  call. 


The  Courier  (doubtfully):  “If  you  knew  what  I 
was  thinking  about,  your  heart  would  turn  to  stone.” 
The  Skoit  (wearily)  : And  if  you  knew  what  i 

was  thinking  you’d  be  a little  boulder.” 

— The  Battalion 


KUKR 


Where  s the  balance  of  your  rifle?” 

“This  IS  all  that  they  gave  me,  sir.  ” 

— The  Battalion 


BURR 


The  trouble  with  having  a woman  in  your  arms  is 
that  she  ends  up  on  your  hands. 

— Punch  Bowl 


BURR 


They  danced  cheek  to  cheek 
And  none  protested. 

But  without  the  music 

They  d have  been  arrested. 

— Punch  Bowl 


BURR 


Cap:  Sorry,  fellow,  but  you  11  have  to  give  me 

that  flask. ” 

Stude:  “What!  And  put  my  mouth  on  that  bottle 
after  you?  ” 

— Punch  Bowl 


BURR 


A coed’s  weakest  moment 
strongest  drink. 


usually  follows  her 
— TTe  Battalion 


BURR 


“Could  you  pass  the  butter?  ” 

“1  think  1 could,  1 moved  pianos  all  summer.  ” 

— The  Rice  Owl 
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Al:  “Say,  I just  heard  a real  original  joke.” 

Pete:  “Fine,  let’s  start  a new  college  magazine.” 

— Red  Cat 

BURR 


Lady:  “Have  you  ever  been  offered  work?  ” 
Itinerant:  “Only  once,  madam.  Aside  from  that. 
I’ve  met  with  nothing  but  kindness.  ” 

— The  Battalion 

15VRR 


GIRLS 

I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A girl  refuse  a meal  that’s  free. 

A femme  with  hungry  eyes  not  fixed 
Upon  the  gin  that’s  being  mixed. 

A girl  who  looks  at  boys  all  day 
And  doesn’t  lead  pure  men  astray. 

A dame  who  may  in  winter  wear 
A coat  that  makes  the  seals  despair. 

Whose  mind  will  countless  thoughts  contain. 
Who  builds  her  castles  all  in  Spain. 

Girls  are  made  by  fools  like  me. 

But  why,  I sometimes  fail  to  see! 

— Voo-Doo. 

RLRR 


Teacher:  If  a number  of  cattle  is  called  a herd, 
and  a number  of  sheep  a flock,  what  would  a num- 
ber of  camels  be  called  ? 

Little  Johnny:  A carton. 

— Lampoon. 

lU'RR 


Guide:  “Now  we  shall  see  the  sarcophagus  of 
King  Tut.” 

Bashful  Old  Maid:  “I’d  better  wait  here.” 

— Cornell  Widow. 


IChx  Pt  Irritaa 


NO  BYLAW  S,  NO  DUES 

Mystery,  brotherhood  and  a stein 
of  ale!  Rho  Dammit  Rho  leads  all 
Greeks  Avith  t>vo  hundred  chapters 
flung  from  coast  to  coast  and  back 
again.  By  January,  1932,  >ve  pre- 
dict a chapter  for  every  dormitory, 
fraternity  and  boarding  house  in 
the  United  States  and  Canada.  And 
if  all  goes  Avell,  there  >vill  be  a 
national  convention  of  old  Rho 
Dam  in  the  National  Headquarters 
Pent-House  atop  the  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  building,  Chicago,  next 
summer.  All  you  need  is  a nose  for 
beer! 

And  the  January  issue  of  COL- 
LEGE HUMOR  is  bursting  with 
new  features: 

Columbus  Comes  Across 
Students  See  Red 
O.  O.  McIntyre 
Here  Lies  Love 
Doctor  Seuss 
Ad  Finitiim 
Ad  Finitum 
Rah! 

Colle^eHumor 

1050  N.  LaSalle  St.,  Chicago 
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Be  a N ewspaper 
Correspondent 

Any  intelligent  person  may  earn 
mone}'  corresponding  for  newspa- 
pers; all  or  spare  time;  experience 
unnecessary-;  no  canvassing;  send 
for  free  booklet.  Heacock.  Room 
625,  Dun  Bldg.,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 


THE 

REYBURN-ROBERTS 

CO. 

Development  Engineers 
F.\IRFIELD.  CONNECTICUT 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
^fining  Engineering 

For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Phone  3431 

STYLED  RIGHT 
PRICED  RIGHT 

BRAEBURNS  $35.00 

(4-Piecc  Suits) 

RAU  & ARNOLD 

Tailors  — Men’s  Wear 
4th  & Vine  Streets  Phone  3532 


DIETRICH’S 

Fraternity 

HEATING  - PLUMBING 
SHEET  METAL  WORK 
McIIvain  Oil  Burners 

15-17  West  Third  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


“Sambo,  you  does  so  remind  me  ob  brown  sugar.” 
“How  am  dat,  Mirandy?” 

“So  sweet  and  unrefined.” 

— The  Battalion 


BIRR 


Irate  Date:  ‘‘You  drunken  brute,  if  I were  as 

drunk  as  you.  I'd  shoot  myself.” 

Eshcort  (hie)  : "Baby,  if  you  were  as  drunk  as 

I am  you’d  mish  yourself.  ” 

— Rammer-J  ammer 

BIRR 


“And  why  did  the  bloodhounds  give  up  the  hunt 
for  little  Eva?” 

Voice  from  Rear:  “They  tell  me  she  was  anemic.” 

— Yellow  Jacket 


“It  takes  guts  to  do  this,’ 
popped  on  the  windshield. 


said  the  moth  as  he 


— Columns 


BURR 


BURR 


“No,  Oscar,  a neckerchief  is  not  necessarily  the 
president  of  a sorority.” 


“And  whither  away  with  those  sheep  shears, 
Horatio  ? ” 

“Egad,  Polonius,  they’re  for  my  own  personal 
ewes ! 


— Purple  PJarrot 


— Punch  Bowl 
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dill  rtstmas 


A day  or  so  after  this  gets  into  your  hands  you 
will  be  pulling  up  those  well-known  stakes  and  head- 
ing av/ay  for  this  place  of  toil.  In  the  midst  of  all 
the  excitement  that  always  is  evident  at  times  like 
this  we  would  like  to  make  a moment  of  your  un- 
doubtably  valuable  time  to  wish  you  a Merry 
Christmas  and  maybe  add  a few  suggestions  that 
might  prove  valuable. 

In  the  first  place  since  the  Dean  has  been  good 
enough  to  allow  us  to  have  this  short  vacation,  we 
hope  that  you  will  all  take  it  upon  yourselves  not  to 
waste  the  time.  Keep  on  the  go  every  minute.  Never 
find  yourself  taking  it  easy  because  if  you  do  you 
will  find  that  you  are  not  properly  tired  out  when 
you  do  return  to  this  God-forgotten  place.  One  of 
the  best  proofs  that  you  can  have  that  you  have  had 
a successful  time  is  to  have  your  Mother  say  when 
you  are  leaving,  “I  hope  the  next  time  you  come 
home,  dear,  that  you  will  use  the  house  for  some- 
thing else  than  just  a place  to  change  your  clothes. 

If  you  are  successful  enough  to  get  this  reward  you 
can  feel  free  to  face  the  Dean  with  a clear  con- 
science. 


The  next  topic  (timely)  we  shall  discuss  is  that 
of  gifts.  We  feel  sure  that  all  of  you  have  intelli- 
gence enough  to  appreciate  the  golden  opportunity 
that  is  opened  along  this  line,  especially  since  the 
examinations  come  so  shortly  after  the  vacation. 
Remember  that  a little  spent  now  may  save  you 
many  hours  in  the  future.  It  is  too  bad  that  they  do 
not  sell  apples  on  the  corners  this  year.  The  invest- 
ment in  a few  nice  red  ones  would  have  been  kill- 
ing two  birds  with  one  stone.  But  if  you  want  to  be 
original  here  are  a few  suggestions  that  might  help 
you  out;  for  Neil,  a book  of  Ripley’s  Believe-lt-Or- 
Nots;  for  Palmer,  a Spanish  grammer;  for  Charles, 
A Kindergarten  Teachers  Manual;  and  so  forth. 
There  are  a few  suggestions.  Since  you  probably 
know  what  your  favorite  instructor  needs  most; 
much  better  than  we  do  we  will  just  give  those  few 
suggestions  and  leave  it  at  that. 

But  doing  away  with  all  foolishness  we  wish  you 
the  very  merriest  of  Christmases  and  a New  Year 
just  full  of  “wine,  women,  and  song.  ” 


COMPETITORS 
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Goodrich 
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DUTCHY  STOKKER  DENIES  THE 

EXISTENCE  OF  SANTA  CLAUS 


Reporter  Goes 
To  North  Pole 

Disproves  Dutchy  Stokker’s  Hy- 
pothesis; Santa  Claus  to  Give 
Lemon  to  Peterkm 

SIGMA  NEW  FRAT  TO  GET 

FROSH  WITH  PACKARD  CAR 


SPECIAL  TO  THE  FROWN  AND  BITE 
This  story  is  being  written  at  the  North 
Pole — brrr.  Disproving  the  fact  that  there  is 
no  Santa  Claus  as  asserted  by  our  esteemed 
Dutchy  Stokker.  the  Frown  and  Bite  super 
reporter.  I am  up  here  interviewing  Nicholas, 
himself.  I had  a little  trouble  making  the 
tri)).  Didn’t  have  a car.  So  I had  to  swipe  the 
first  Packard  I come  across.  Had  a little  dif- 
ficulty getting  over  the  ice,  but  the  horse- 
less carriage  stood  the  galT. 

We  are  in  the  work  shop.  Santa  Claus  and 
1.  The  old  maestro  is  puffing  away  on  his 
I>ipe.  He  seems  worried.  Guess  he’s  thinking. 

I’m  at  my  typewriter.  It’s  a crazy  contrap- 
tion and  sorta  bunged  up  from  the  journey. 
Rut  by  jinks  it  writes  the  stuff.  Every  Fle- 
hic^h  student  knows  that. 

What’s  the  trouble  St.  Nick? 

The  old  geezer  looks  at  me.  shakes  his 
head,  bites  his  lip.  You’re  from  Flehigh 
ain’t  ye  son? 

I nod  my  head-  mounrfulh'  and  say..  “Yeh. 
I’m  from  F"lehigh.  Tm  a reporter.  1 want  a 
scoop  on  what  you  are  going  to  bring  the 
Flehigh  students  and  the  profs.” 

■'Well,  that’s  just  what’s  worrying  me  now. 
continues  Santa  Claus.  You  fellows  are  such 
a crazy  bunch.  I’ve  racked  my  brain  trying 
to  think  of  things.  Come  now,  give  me  some 
suggestions.” 

I look  at  the  veteran  chimnej'  sweep  and 
smile.  Guess  I have  some  pretty  good  sug- 
gestions for  you,  I tell  him.  Why  not  send 
the  course  crablters  big  red  apples?  They’ll 
l)e  needing  them  soon. 

"Course  crabbers.  Why  mention  them! 
I'm  not  going  to  give  them  anything.'’ 
"Well  then  how  about  the  fellows  in  Sig- 
ma New  frat?  Don’t  you  think  they  ought  to 
get  another  freshman  with  a Packard?” 
Santa  vigorously  nods  his  head  at  this. 

Peterkin  to  Get  Lemon 
"Y'ho’s  that  old  skin-flint  down  there  who 
you  call,  graduate  manager  of  athletics?  Pe- 
terkin. is  that  the  name?  You  know,  the  old 
walrus  who  gave  you  fellows  such  rotten 
seats  for  the  Lafayette  game.  Well,  anyhow 
be  doesn’t  deserve  anything  for  Christmas. 
Guess  I’ll  put  a lemon  in  his  stocking.” 
"Why  don’t  you  bring  .-Mien  YT-ar  a new 
liat  Santa?’ 

‘■Well  I’d  like  to  son.  but  you  know  how  it 
is  with  YYar.  His  head  grows  so  fast  that  its 
hard  to  keep  him  in  hats.  If  I give  him  one. 
he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  wear  it  long.” 


Einstein^ s Rival  Shows  That 

St.  Nick  Is  A Zeta  Function; 

Applies  Partial  Derivatives 


F.  & B.  HELPS  SENIORS 
TO  WIN  ELECTIONS 


Rumor  has  It  That  Cull  and  Miller 
Seek  Votes 


No  campaigning  is  done  to  insure  any  ot 
Flehigh’s  seniors  of  winning  an  election  on 
the  senior  ballot.  The  Frown  and  Bite 
hopes,  in  this  article,  to  help  some  of  the 
more  modest  members  of  the  graduating 
class  to  win  a place  on  the  ballot. 

Min  Wilier  and  Harl  Cull  all  secretly  ima- 
gine that  they  should  be  voted  either  the 
best  looking  or  the  best  dressed  members 
of  the  senior  class.  So  why  not  vote  for  one 
of  them?  Then  he  will  be  able  to  coyly  show 
the  Epitome  to  his  girl-friend.  Of  course,  he 
wonjt  purposely  show  her  his  picture  with 
the  inscription  “Handsomest.”  but  — well, 
she’ll  find  it  there. 

The  esteemed  Carruthers  will  without 
doubt  win  his  usual  position  on  the  ballot  as 
biggest  bluffer.  It  won’t  be  long  now  before 
the  Epitome  editors  put  that  down  as  a mat- 
ter of  course. 

STOWTON  MAKES 

BIG  COMPLAINT 


Didn’t  Want  to  Be  Senior  Prom 
Chaperone 

Fussy  Stowton  stomped  into  the  Met.  of- 
fice not  long  ago.  grumbling  to  one  of  the 
men  in  his  department.  Little  did  he  reck 
that  a FRO\YN  AND  BITE  reporter  with  a 
great  big  nose  for  news  was  in  the  near  vi- 
cinity taking  a make-up  quiz.  The  old  mean}' 
was  complaining  about  having  to  be  chap- 
erone at  the  recent  Flehigh  senior  prom. 

"Why  did  they  have  to  pick  on  an  engin- 
eering professor  to  be  chaperone  at  the 
prom.”  he  was  heard  to  complain  to  another 
faculty  man. 

These  were  his  exact  words.  Y'riting  be- 
tween the  lines,  it  seems  evident  that  Pro- 
I fessor  Stowton  thinks  engineers  should  be 
1 big  he-men  who  scorn  such  things  as  dances, 
i He  probablv  thinks  that  only  sissies  attend 
' social  functions.  The  Frown  and  Bite  greets 
■ you  Professor  Stowton.  You  big  wool}', 
wooly. 

I “That  would  be  an  excellent  present  Santa 
Claus.  He  certaintly  needs  one.  \Vhy  that 
I fellow  would  serve  mashed  potatoes  with 
I his  hands  if  he  had  the  opportunity.” 

! “O.K.  ’.  says  he. 


Pie  Mu  Epsilon  Sponsors  Lec- 
ture; Goo-Goo  Renolds  De- 
fends Speaker’s  Stand 

MANY  STUDENTS  MORTIFIED 

BY  RASH  STATEMENT 

Flehigh  Man  Threatens  Violence; 
Dutchy  Now  Notorious;  Declares 
Reindeers  Can’t  Fly. 

There  is  no  Santa  Claus. 

Speaking  before  the  Pie  Mu  Epsilon  and  il- 
lustrating his  lecture  with  graphs  and  com- 
plicated mathematical  expressions,  Dutchy 
Stokker,  Einstein’s  only  rival,  cast  this 
l)ombshell  into  his  audience  at  a meeting 
last  evening. 

The  now  notorious  Dutchy  seemed  to  re- 
veal inwardly  as  he  declared  further  that 
even  if  Santa  Claus  did  exist,  it  would  be 
impossible  for  one  man  to  carry  a sack  down 
ever}'  chimney  in  the  United  States  in  a 
single  evening.  He  also  declared  that  rein- 
deers can’t  walk  in  the  sky. 

Flehigh  students  attending  the  talk  were 
mortified.  Many  broke  out  into  tears.  The 
audience  went  into  tumult.  Any  man  with 
the  audacity  to  make  such  a statement  ought 
to  be  strung  up  by  his  thumbs,  one  radical 
Flehigh  man  was  heard  to  say.  But  Dutchy 
stood  his  ground. 

‘‘Goo  Goo  ’ Renolds.  who  was  at  the  meet- 
ing sprang  to  his  feet  and  asked  for  silence. 
“Gentlemen.”  he  declared,  “both  Professor 
Stokker  and  myself — ahem.  I helped  him  in 
this  work,  are  sorry  to  shatter  your  beliefs 
in  Santa  Claus,  but  pray  let  the  speaker  con- 
tinue that  he  may  ellucidate  his  hypothesis.” 

“\Yill  someone  please  take  Mr.  Hallsted 
out  of  the  room,”  requested  the  professor  be- 
fore he  sat  down,  ‘"the  shock  has  been  too 
much  for  him.” 

Graduallv  the  audience  became  silent  ex- 
cept for  a few  whimners  here  and  there  and 
Dutchv  continues.  He  declared  that  after 
long  research,  he  had  derived  an  expression 
involving  partial  derivatives  in  which  a cer- 
tain zeta  to  the  minus  one  function  repre- 
sents Santa  Claus. 

Applies  Calculus 

‘‘It  is  onlv  necessa'-v  to  take  the  partial 
derivative  of  zeta  to  the  minus  one  with  rc- 
soect  to  the  partial  derivative  of  the  partial 
derivative  and  integrate  the  subseouent  re- 
sult between  infinitv  and  zero  to  the  minus 
one.  finite  simple,  but  the  equation  cannot 
be  =n1vpfl  ” he  explained. 

“Therefore  it  is  evident  from  the  first  law 
of  thermodvnamics  and  Bovle's  law  of  gases 
that  there  is  no  Santa  Clans.”  concluded 
Dnf  chv. 
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THE  FACULTY’S  NIGHT  BEFORE  CHRISTMAS 

Twas  the  night  before  Christmas 
At  the  Faculty  Club; 

Not  a creature  was  stirring 
But  the  girl  in  the  tub 
(Apologies  to  Earl  Carol) 

The  long  faced  professors 
Were  tearing  their  hair, 

In  hopes  that  St.  Nicholas 
Soon  would  be  there. 

Our  dear  friend  the  Dean 
Was  sipping  his  beer, 

And  dreaming  of  sleigh  bells 
And  Santa’s  reindeer. 

Then  President  Richards 
Rose  up  from  the  chair. 

And  charlestoned  madly. 

With  nary  a care. 

While  Doctor  Perce  Hughes — 

Caressing  the  hundt — ' 

Had  visions  of  Galton, 

Of  Binet  and  Wundt. 

The  four-eyed  Kid  Glover, 

While  draining  his  glass. 

Prayed  Santa  would  bring  him 
Control  of  his  class. 

Then  out  on  the  roof 
There  arose  such  a clatter. 

That  up  sprang  the  Skipper 
To  see  what  was  the  matter. 

“ ’Tis  only  the  Math  Profs 
(They  all  were  pie-eyed) 

Working  their  slide-rules,  ” 

The  Skipper  replied. 

Then  up  sprang  John  Toohy 
(Girls  he’s  a dear) 

And  requested  Pop  Fox 
To  lead  in  a cheer. 

So  Fox  turned  a handspring. 

His  arms  swung  like  Hell, 

While  the  faculty  rendered 
An  ear-splitting  yell. 

The  clamor  soon  dwindled. 

There  was  a great  hush. 

As  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  served  them 
With  cold  cornmeal  mush. 

“H  ere  comes  Neil  Carothers  ”, 

Bespoke  Shorty  Long, 

And  the  length  of  his  face 
Showed  something  was  wrong. 

So  in  strode  Carothers — 

Tennis  raquet  in  hand — 


CHRISTMAS  SPIRIT,  OFFICER” 

BURR 

Gritting  his  teeth 

Like  snare  drums  in  a band. 

And  on  his  sad  face. 

No  trace  of  a smile — 

He’d  not  found  a Camel, 

Th  o’  he’d  walked  a full  mile. 

Then  he  rapped  on  the  table 
And  said,  ‘ Boys  it  is  hard. 

But  1 simply  must  tell  you 
What  1 heard  in  the  yard. 

The  King  said  to  me: 

“Neil,  it  is  true 

That  1 would  say  nothing 

To  make  you  feel  blue; 

But  still  there  is  something 
1 really  must  tell — 

Gosh,  Neil,  it’s  tough. 

But  life  sure  is  Hell  ”. 

Then  Doctor  Carothers 
Hushed  the  applause. 

And  shouted  out  madly: 

“THERE  AIN’T  NO  SANTA  CLAUS!” 
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“WHO  SAID  THERE  AIN’T  NO  SANTY!!” 

(I  wouldn’t  change  you  for  the  world.) 


MERRY  XMAS 

M ake  a little  whoopee; 

E mancipate  your  cares, 

R ejuvenate  your  spirit; 

R elease  the  load  it  bears. 

Y ou’re  going  home  for  Xmas. 

X me  if  you’re  not! 

M ake  your  Xmas  merry 
A nd  plenty,  plenty  hot, 

S'  what  I’ll  do  ! 


CHRISTMAS  CHEER 

Take  a mighty,  mighty  draught 
From  a massive  mug  of  beer; 

That’s  the  only  way  you’ll  ever 
Get  a taste  of  Xmas  cheer. 

When  our  grandpas  had  their  Xmas, 

They  got  very,  very  wet. 

So,  why  not  keep  the  custom 
While  there’s  any  beer  to  get. 

Why,  even  old  Saint  Nicholas 
Has  a big,  round,  rosy  nose. 

And  it  doesn’t  get  it’s  color 
From  the  biting  wind  that  blows. 

He  also  has  a stomach 

That  resembles  Murphy’s  cow; 

And  if  you  wonder  how  he  got  it. 

Just  go  and  ask  him  howl 

Sure,  even  up  in  Russia 
When  Xmas  time  comes  round. 

You’d  swear  that  even  Vodka 
Had  its  source  right  in  the  ground. 

They  say  a couple  o’  mugs  won’t  hurt  you; 
They’ll  make  your  eyesight  good, 

Y ou’ll  even  see  two  lamp-posts 
Where  before  you  knew  one  stood. 

lU’RIi 

MODESTY  PLUS 

If  you  haven’t  heard  these  climb  back  in  the  hearse 

There  was  the  girl  who  was  so  modest  that  she 
wouldn’t  go  to  bed  while  the  Christian  Observer 
was  in  the  same  room.  (She  should  have  been 
Jewish ) . 

And  of  course  there  was  the  girl  who  was  afraid 
to  go  up  the  hill  too  quickly  for  fear  her  breath 
would  come  in  short  pants.  (Why  not  be  modern 
and  wear  steppins. ) 

Most  assuredly  you  have  heard  of  the  one  who 
refused  to  disrobe  unless  the  eyes  were  removed 
from  the  potatoes. 

Then  too  there  are  some  girls  who  will  not  wear 
a chatelain  watch  because  the  watch  has  hands. 

I’ll  bet  they  have  an  awful  time  in  the  sorority 
houses  when  they  serve  the  lettuce  undressed. 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  the  girl  who  would  ac- 
tually lock  herself  in  her  room  every  time  she  hears 
a band  approaching  for  fear  she  will  be  tempted  to 
look  at  the  drum  major  in  his  bear  skin. 
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Looking  Around 


We  must  admit  that  the  title  is  not  so  good,  but 
just  couldn’t  think  of  anything  else  at  the  time.  If 
you  can  suggest  anything  better  go  to  it,  and  we  ll 
stick  er  up  there.  Did  you  know  that  the  “Junior  ” 
Editor  is  known  as  “God  ” by  the  freshmen  in  his 
house  because  he  is  their  instructor.  We  hear  that 
the  “xkimo  ” pie  magnates  can  not  sleep  unless  the 

Chi  Psi’s  turn  out  their  front  porch  light. One 

of  the  fellows  who  lives  in  that  ‘ten-minute-walk  ” 
house  has  a movable  chair  in  one  of  his  classes,  and 
when  he  does  not  want  to  come  to  class,  the  chair 

and  its  number  disappear. There  is  a chap  who 

does  his  sleeping  at  the  Feegee  Hut,  who  is  contem- 
plating marriage,  or  at  least  that  is  what  the  young 
woman  concerned,  lead  us  to  believe.  She  would 
be  an  addition  to  any  room  if  I know  anything  about 
interior  decorating. It  is  the  thought  that  mat- 
ters.   The  Chi  Psi’s  have  two  armed  guards 

waiting  for  the  robber  to  return. If  the  guards 

shoot  each  other  it  won’t  matter  because  the  house 

is  crowded.  We  have  the  job  of  cutting  the 

“exchanges  ” for  this  magazine  and  as  we  go  through 
the  other  “Collich  Comiks  ” we  find  some  really 
good  jokes,  but  we  always  have  to  pass  them  up 

because  they  would  surely  shock  our  dean. Did 

you  hear  that  one  about  the  dean  who  was  absent- 
minded  and  when  he  got  to  St.  Peter’s  pearly  gates 
he  gave  a rap  and  shouted,  “Open  this  door  im- 
mediately, or  I’ll  discharge  the  whole  fraternity  ”. — 
We  noticed  that  Mr.  Lenz  the  bridge  shark  has 

never  been  beaten  in  a ping  pong  match. Dr. 

Carothers  says  that  he  was  a Bronx  dentist  until  he 
was  forty  years  old,  when  his  gift  of  bridge  was  dis- 
covered.  Our  Doctor  also  said  that  he  reads 

Culbertson’s  bridge  in  the  local  newspaper  each 
night  and  sometimes  plays  the  hands  better  than  the 

old  meistro  himself. The  biggest  fellow  in  the 

Theta  Delt  house  cries  when  he  dances  to  “Good 

Night  Sweetheart  ”.  There  is  a certain  young 

lady  in  this  town,  of  well  known  beauty,  who  has 
started  to  pluck  her  eye-brows  within  this  last  year, 
and  it  has  given  her  a rather  commercial  look.  She 

is  still  beautiful. One  of  the  best  records  that 

we  have  heard  for  a long  time  is  the  Brunswick 
twelve  incher  of  the  “Gems  from  the  Scandals”; 


especially  part  two. Someone  said  that  they 

think  that  the  Robb  boys  are  too  windy. 

‘ Twas  the  morning  after  the  night  before; 

The  cat  came  home  at  the  hour  of  four; 

The  innocent  look  in  her  eyes  had  went. 

But  in  its  place  was  a look  of  content.  ” 

Dame  Rumor  has  it  that  a certain  Chi  Phi  has  a 
girl  on  his  mind  that  he’d  like  to  get  off  his  hands  . . 
good  thing  the  administration  continues  its  present 

“tolerant  ” policy  toward  student  morality 

Harold  (“Our  Hal”)  Hirshberg  has  shifted  his 
talents  from  writing  autobiographies  for  his  local 
sheet  to  delivering  personal  sqetches  in  the  lower 
hall  at  Xmas-Saucon  . . . Just  heard  recently  that  a 
former  college  belle  (not  the  kind  that  peals!)  is 
sojourning  at  a Philadelphia  sanitarium  . . . Still 
wondering  about  the  authenticity  of  “Life  is  Just 
a Bowl  of  Cherries  ” from  the  current  “Scandals  ” . . 
the  A.  X.  P’  s.  now  have  a watch-dog  that  is  so 
vicious  that  the  fraters  are  afraid  to  leave  the  house 
at  night  for  their  proverbial  “beer  and  a sandwich  ” 
. . . . the  latest  word  for  that  bottom-of-a-birdcage- 
feeling  the  morning  after  is  “Jitters  ’ . . . ask  A1 
Jacobs  at  the  St.  Elmo  club  about  it  . . . the  Phi 
Gams  are  vainly  trying  to  recaim  their  social  laurels, 
lost  after  the  passing  of  Brettner  and  Justice  . . . 
there  ain’t  no  justice  . . . S’wonder  to  me  that  the 
Lownie-Brennescholtz  combination  hasn’t  been  sent 
up  for  defrauding  the  public  . . . Their  latest  fad  is 
Eskimo  pies  without  the  chocolate  . . . Believe  it  or 
not,  but  “College  Humor  Hall  of  Fame  ” Ware  gets 
fan-mail  . . . for  instance,  he  gets  romanticisms  from 
everywhere  with  darling  “please  remit  ” notations 
on  the  bottom  . . . Hotcha!  . . . Has  anyone  heard 
from  our  old  friend.  Gyp,  lately?  ...  a certain 
Kappa  Sig  has  designs  (how  barbarous!)  on  a pretty 
miss  in  Reading  . . . ask  the  D.  Upsilons  why  they’ve 
been  running  “dry  ” dances  . . . dear  ole  Deanie!  . . 

Comments  on  this  simple  offering  should  be  sent 
to  the  Something-Ought-To-Be-Done-About-It  Edi- 
tor . . . To  all,  the  season’s  greeting,  with  special 
compensation  from  the  copyright  owners  . . . That’s 
that! 
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OILY  TO  BED 
OILY  TO  RISE 


— ^ -BI  RK 

A Lehigh  alumnus  attended  the  Lafayette  game 
this  year  and  found  the  hotels  filled  to  the  roof. 
“No  sir,"  said  the  clerk  in  the  last  one  he  tried  at, 
“1  can’t  give  you  a room.  The  best  I can  do  for 
you  is  to  give  you  a half  of  a private  dining  room. 
There’s  a screen  across  it  and  a lady  has  the  other 
half,  but  she  won’t  bother  you.  ” 

It  was  agreed  that  the  accommodations  would  do 
in  a pinch  and  the  alumnus  retired  to  the  apartment. 

Thirty  minutes  later  he  ran  into  the  lobby,  wild 
eyed  and  pale. 

“Hey,  ” he  yelled  to  the  clerk,  “that  woman  is 
dead.” 

“I  know  it,  ” said  the  clerk,  “but  how  did  you  find 
it  out.  ” 


AN  ODE  TO  ETHEL 

Ethyl’s  peppy.  Ethyl’s  gay, 

Ethel’s  musical  they  say. 

Ethyl  makes  the  engine  hum. 

Ethyl  makes  the  shivers  come. 

Bouncing  along  at  a rapid  rate. 

Or  warbling  and  waiting  at  the  garden  gate. 
Ethyl  gas  is  mostly  red, 

So’s  the  hair  on  Ethel’s  head. 

But  her  disposition’s  sunny, 

“Ethyl  gives  more  for  your  money.  ” 

More  power  with  Ethyl  on  the  hills. 

She  sets  a pace  that  surely  thrills. 

More  miles  with  Ethel  every  day. 

If  you  can  stand  the  pace!  but  say. 

Don’t  you  get  the  wrong  impression 
If  I tell  you  on  the  sly, 

Ethel  stands  quite  high  compression. 

But  she  11  take  you  up  on  high. 

BL'RK 

WHAT’S  THE  USE? 

For  years  and  years  I went  to  college 
Filling  up  my  head  with  knowledge 
Learning  accounting,  mechanics,  Greek 
Growing  wiser  week  by  week. 

But  there’s  one  thing  I did  not  learn 
How  my  daily  bread  to  earn. 

Answering  want  adds  is  now  my  speed 
Trying  to  earn  a little  feed. 

BURR 

HER  SANTA  CLAUS 

Creeping  down  the  sidewalk 
Soft  as  any  mouse. 

Comes  our  friend  Joe  College 
Looking  for  his  house. 

Sees  the  firelights  ruddy  glow 
Cast  against  the  window  panes. 

So  he  stalks  into  the  house. 

And  finds  him  there  a classy  dame. 

You  have  guessed  it,  you  are  right. 

Our  Joe  is  a little  tight. 

Does  he  falter,  does  he  stare? 

No,  he  sits  him  in  a chair. 

The  girl,  a blonde  with  big  blue  eyes. 
Crosses  to  him  and  hen  she  sighs. 

Softly  coos  and  says,  “Oh  my, 

Santa  Claus,  I can’t  deny.  ” 
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Junior:  “Where  are  you  going 
over  Christmas  vacation?” 

Senior:  “To  New  York,  little 

one,  for  one  swell  time.” 

J:  “Aren’t  you  going  home  at 
all?” 

S:  “Of  course,  foolish, if 

my  money  runs  out.  ” 

— lURR — 

There  was  also  a freshman  who 
was  so  dumb  that  he  thought  the 
purpose  of  a combine  was  to  elect 
the  best  man. 

— nuRR— 

If  Santa  Claus  wears  over-alls 
on  account  of  the  depression  this 
year,  we  blush  to  think  what  the 
New  Year  will  have  on. 


She  was  only  Santa  Claus’s 
daughter,  but,  how  she  filled  a 
stocking. 

— lilRR — 

Sign  in  bathroom  in  a local 
boarding  house: 

“Please  Clean  Tub 
After  Bathing 
Landlady.” 

— BLRR — 

He  was  telling  her  about  the 
members  of  the  basketball  team. 

“Now  there’s  Jones,  ” he  said. 
“In  a few  weeks  he’ll  be  our  best 
man.  ” 

“Oh,  this  is  so  sudden!”  said 
she,  thereby  establishing  the  rec- 
ord for  the  World’s  Champion 
Conclusion  Jumper. 


Excerpt  from  a freshman’s  let- 
ter to  Santa  Claus  (written  im- 
mediately after  a fraternity  meet- 
ing). 

and  so  please,  dear  Santa, 
please  send  me  a nice  pair  of 
padded  hockey  pants. 

— BURR — 

And  speaking  of  tramps,  you’ve 
heard  about  the  three  old  maids 
who  took  a tramp  through  the 
woods?  Poor  tramp! 

BURR— — 

So  here’s  a toast 
Of  Christmas  cheer, 

No  more  “Valentines” 
Throughout  the  new  year. 
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(A  depression  suggestion) 

— r.riii:— 

He  was  out  strolling  with  his 
girl  the  other  day,  and  when 
things  got  cloudy,  she  said,  “Oh 
dear,  its  beginning  to  come 
down,”  meaning  the  rain,  don- 
chaknow.  And  he  sez,  “Would 
a safety  pin  help  any?”  And 
now  he’s  wearing  a frown  and  a 
big  black  eye. 

— m i:i! — 

Some  folks  believe  that  Santa  Claus  is  an  eskimo 
because  he  has  a husky  voice. 

— mi:i: — 

May  1 print  a kiss  upon  your  lips-- 
Was  his  abashed  petition. 

They  went  to  press,  and  I rather 
guess 

They  printed  a whole  edition. 

— lUKI! — 

Have  you  all  heard  about  the 
fair  co-ed  who,  when  asked  what 
she  woul  ddo  had  she  a mustache 
on  her  lip,  replied  that  if  she 
liked  the  man  she  would  keep  it 
there. 


DID  ’JA  EVER 

Did  'ja  ever 
Have  cause 

To  envy  a frat  broth  er 
Of  yours 

Because  he  knew  a bunch  of 
swell  babes 
In  Allentown; 

So,  finally, 

Ya  got  him  to  fix  ya  up 
With  a 
Blind  date; 

An’  she  turned  out  to  be 
The  very  “nerts” 

With  blue  eyes. 

An’  blonde  hair. 

An’  puzzonality. 

An’  a Packard  Phaeton, 

An’  she  could  dance  like  a 
Demon ; 

So  ya  had  another  date 
An’  then 
Another ; 

An’  after  a while 
Ya  got  to  feel  as  if 
Maybe  ya  were  in  love 
Or  something. 

An’  then  ya  found  out 
She  was  a Freshman 
In  High  School 
Did  ’ja  ever. 


- nrnt:— 


“MERRY  XMAS,  EMMA!  I’M  AN  UNCLE.” 
A LEHIGH  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 
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lUIU! 

SANTA  CLAUS’  STORY 

Twas  the  night  before  Christmas 
And  all  thru  the  house 
Not  a brother  was  stirring. 

Not  even  the  souse. 

As  1 turned  my  poor  head 
To  the  wall  in  despair, 

I heard  what  I thought 
Was  a step  on  the  stair. 

I threw  back  the  covers. 

Slipped  my  bathrobe  o’er  all. 

And  grasping  a bottle 
Strode  straight  thru  the  hall. 

When  whom  did  I see 
Staggering  upward  so  slow 
But  his  nibs,  Santa  Claus, 

All  covered  with  snow. 

First  he  crept  to  the  cabinet. 

That  hung  on  my  wall. 

And  searched  and  searched 
But  found  nothing  at  all. 

Then  he  turned  to  my  desk. 
Which  was  placed  near  the  door. 
Threw  my  mail  here  and  ther. 

All  over  the  floor. 

I was  shaking  with  wrath 
As  I rose  from  my  place. 

And  grasping  my  bottle. 

Turned  him  round  face  to  face. 


A look  of  surprise. 

Then  he  fingered  his  sash 
And  his  round  belly  shook 
Like  a still  full  of  mash. 

I gave  him  the  bottle. 

But  he  shook  his  round  head. 

And  said  no  thanks  buddy, 

I want  a stamp  instead. 

(That’s  Santa’s  story.) 

KURU 

A LEHIGH  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

Oh,  little  town  of  Bethlehem 
The  stills  in  thee  are  dry. 

And  in  thy  dark  and  dirty  streets 
The  drunken  Betas  lie. 

All  has  been  done  that  can  be  done 
To  clear  this  rotten  sight. 

Spite  all  that  Max  and  Curtis  do 
They  still  remain  quite  tight. 

Come  ye,  come  ye  to  Bethlehem, 

And  join  this  world  of  sin. 

Though  we  will  claim  that  beer  is  best. 
We  ll  gladly  drink  your  gin. 

The  Maennerchor’s  particular 
And  if  you  find  you’re  barred 
Just  call  the  cops  and  you’ll  get  in 
For  Trafford  has  a card. 


“IF  I’M  STUDYING  WHEN  YOU  GET  BACK, 
WAKE  ME  UP.” 
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BURRO  SELECTS  THE 

ALL  FACULTY  TEAM 

With  a wealth  of  hard  running  backfield  stars 
and  bone  crushing  linesmen  showing  all  kinds  of 
form  in  almost  every  department  in  the  school,  it 
has  taken  the  combined  efforts  of  Chick  Meehan, 
Pop  Warner,  Slip  Madigan,  and  Howard  Jones  to 
select  an  all-faculty  eleven. 

Men  were  chosen  for  the  team  on  the  basis  of 
their  work  in  the  classroom.  Latest  reports  were 
carefully  filed  and  mere  opinion  was  never  allowed 
to  influence  decisions.  Gossip  was  carefully  sifted 
out  and,  finally,  after  much  application,  merit  re- 
ceived its  true  reward. 


he  team: 

Left  end 

Deptula,  Engl'sh 

Left  tackle 

Toohy,  Language 

Left  guard 

Ogburn,  Math 

Center 

Goodwin,  Language 

Right  guard 

Butts,  Geology 

Right  tackle 

Thomlinson,  Military 

Right  end 

Fretz,  Geology 

Quarterback 

Carothers,  Business 

Left  halfback 

Cutler,  Math 

Right  halfback 

Hazelhurst,  Chemistry 

Fullback 

Fletcher,  English 

Percy  Hughes  is  named  as  head  coach.  It  will 
take  plenty  of  applied  psychology  to  handle  this 
team.  It  is  rumored  that  they  are  temperamental. 
The  assistant  coach  will  be  Walter  Okeson.  Some- 
body will  have  to  supply  optimism  in  huge  quanti- 
ties for  we  have  a secret  fear  that  the  team  will  en- 
counter snags. 

After  a stiff  struggle.  Chopper  Carothers  finallj^ 
beat  out  Breeze  Beardslee  for  the  quarterback  posi- 
tion. Chopper  won  his  place  because  he  can  not 
only  talk  faster,  louder,  and  to  less  advantage  than 
Breeze  but  can  also  write  letters  when  other  strategy 
fails.  A good  letter  when  well  placed,  plays  havoc 
with  any  sort  of  opposition. 

Hazelhurst,  with  his  bicycle,  is  a welcome  addition 
to  any  all-faculty  eleven.  His  skirts  around  end 
are  recognized  as  masterpieces  of  peddling.  Flash 
has  foiled  would-be  tacklers  all  season  and  even 
now  there  are  rumors  that  his  opponents  will  chase 
him  on  motorcycles  next  year. 

Smasher  Cutler  is  the  backfield  ace.  When  he  is 
asked  to  run  the  ball  in  a particularly  difficult  play, 
his  nonchalent  answer  is,  “That’s  fairly  simple’  . 


“Chief,  I got  a scoop  that  will  make  the  Times 
green  with  envy  — My  Experiences  in  the  World 
War  by  Mademoiselle  from  Armentieres !” 


Hidden  ball  plays  when  run  by  rival  gridmen  mean 
nothing  to  him.  The  Smasher  merely  mutters, 
“That’s  obvious’’,  and  proceeds  to  smear  the  play. 

Butch  Fletcher  rounds  out  the  backfield.  A rar- 
ing, tearing,  line-crashing  demon,  he  is  the  toughest 
man  ever  to  display  his  wares  on  eastern  gridirons. 

Gorilla  Deptula,  Tiger  Toohy,  Stonewall  Ogburn, 
Spike  Goodwin,  Bull  Butts,  Chrasher  Thomlinson, 
and  Killer  Fretz  make  up  the  strongest  forward  wall 
the  Lehigh  faculty  has  had  in  a decade. 

Deptula  is  valuable  as  an  interpreter  of  the  names 
of  Notre  Dame  players.  If  there  is  a man  like 
Gorilla  around  to  reduce  names  like  Shekeetski  to 
common,  ordinary  English  department  United 
States,  think  of  all  the  conversation  of  mental  acro- 
batics. 

Bull  Butts  is  capable  of  absorbing  more  punish- 
ment than  any  other  member  of  the  honorary  grid 
team.  Any  man  with  a name  like  Butts  must  be 
able  to  take  it  and  Allison  “Bull”  Butts  can  certainly 
lap  it  up. 

The  remaining  linesmen  won  their  positions  by 
their  very  toughness.  Hard-charging,  aggressive  to 
a fault,  and  just  plain  onery,  these  men  have  left 
heaps  of  dead  bodies  in  their  wake. 
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The  Cold  Dope  by  Martin  Reed 


CAPTAIN  WARE 


Now  that  Old  Man  Winter  has 
knocked  the  wind  out  of  all  ex- 
cept the  hardiest  of  footballs  and 
sports  enthusiasts  are  turning  to 
the  1 ess  spectacular  but  more 
comfortable  and  convenient  in- 
door athletics,  Kid  Basketball  is 
coming  into  his  own. 

The  sound  of  running  feet,  the 
smack  of  ball  against  backboard, 
the  shrill  blasts  of  a whistle,  and 
the  swish  of  the  basket  laces,  are 
heard  regularly  in  Taylor  gym- 
nasium where  Coach  Roy  Geary 
is  attempting  to  mold  a fast-pass- 
ing, straight-shooting  quintet  from 
a small  group  of  candidates  which 
boasts  few  good  players  and  no 
stars.  Scholastic  difficulties  and 
football  injuries  have  again  plac- 
ed Coach  Geary  in  a tight  place 
and  faced  him  with  the  stupen- 
dous task  of  developing  some- 
thing from  nothing.  If  Chick  Hal- 


stead were  out  for  the  team  Geary 
might  be  rated  a chance  at  long 
odds,  but  Halstead,  favoring  an 
already  aggravated  injury  and 
taking  a much  needed  rest,  is  not 
out,  so  figure  the  chances  of  the 
Lehigh  coach  for  yourself. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  year, 
Geary  planned  to  use  the  two- 
team  system,  keeping  intact  the 
former  freshman  team  which  was 
not  so  bad  last  year  and  making 
up  a second  team  of  the  veterans 
using  Captain  A1  Ware  at  center 
as  a nucleus.  The  idea,  as  an 
idea,  was  sound  enough,  but  the 
team  of  novices  has  shown  noth- 
ing in  practice  and  the  veterans 
don’t  seem  to  have  the  stuff  that 
is  necessary  if  they  are  to  stay 
with  some  of  the  fast  company 
the  team  is  scheduled  to  meet. 

In  Ware,  Geary  is  faced  with 
a problem.  It  is  exceedingly  risky 
to  build  a team  around  a man 
who  has  played  in  very  nearly 
every  contest  in  three  major 
sports  for  two  and  a half  years. 
There  is  every  chance  that  Ware 
will  go  stale  at  any  time,  if  not 
physically,  then  mentally.  The 
big  captain  isn’t  showing  the  zest 
and  snap  that  were  characteristic 
of  him  in  his  sophomore  year  and, 
to  a lesser  degree,  in  his  junior 
year.  Maybe  Ware  is  becoming 
fed  up.  If  he  is,  horseshoes  and 
four  leaf  clovers  will  be  at  a 
premium  down  at  the  gym. 

Besides  Ware,  Geary,  has  Best, 
Bomhoff,  Bray,  Strausberg,  and 
Van  Billiard,  a junior  who  was 
not  eligible  last  year.  Van  Bil- 
liard transferred  from  State  For- 
estry school  where  he  jumped 
center  on  the  varsity  for  one  year. 
He  is  fast,  shifty,  and  shoots  well. 


so  he  will  probably  be  at  forward 
on  the  team  that  opens  against 
Navy  at  Annapolis.  Best  and 
Bomhoff  are  veritable  flashes  on 
the  floor  and  both  have  good 
shooting  eyes,  but  their  lack  of 
stature  prevents  them  from  being 
outstanding  players.  This  handi- 
cap will  probably  be  glaringly 
evident  when  Toronto,  with  the 
best  team  in  the  history  of  the 
school,  visits  Lehigh.  The  Can- 
adians are  very  nearly  all  big  and 
fast,  a combination  which  bides 
evil  for  the  wee  ones  of  the  Brown 
and  White  five. 

Strausberg  has  more  natural 
basketball  ability  than  anyone  on 
the  team.  He  is  big,  but  he  hand- 
les himself  well  and  doubtless  will 
be  on  the  first  team.  Bray  hasn’t 
lived  up  to  expectations.  He 
moves  around  much  too  slowly 
and  his  playing  lacks  something 
which  would  make  him  more  than 
just  good.  Still  he  plays  better 
(Continued  on  Page  24) 
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Dan  Baxter  — Do  you  know  the  one  about  the 
traveling  salesman  and  the  farmer’s  daughter? 

Dick  Rover  — Oh  you  nasty  old  meanie. 


‘OH,  1 DIDN’T  KNOW  YOU  WERE  RELATED 
TO  SANTA  CLAUS!” 


By  C.  Brooks  Peters 


Of  particular  interest  in  undergraduate  dramatic 
circles  this  Christmas  is  the  Princeton  Triangle  Club’s 
43rd  annual  production.  Entitled  “Spanish  Blades,  ” 
the  play  is  the  result  of  a summer  of  research  in 
Spain  by  its  authors;  David  S.  McMillan,  ’32,  and 
Seymour  Morris,  ’33.  Morris,  who  may  be  remem- 
bered for  his  lyrics  to  the  musical  number  “Living 
on  Love,  ” from  the  club’s  1930  production,  “The 
Golden  Dog,  ” which  selection  was  popularized  by 
the  inimitable  Guy  Lombardo,  has  contributed  both 
the  lyrics  and  the  music  for  “Spanish  Blades,  ” and 
plays  one  of  the  leading  roles. 

The  plot  enables  Don  Juan,  Don  Quixote,  and 
several  less  infamous  erotics,  to  enjoy  a three  week’s 
reincarnation,  characterized  by  amours  and  duels, 
during  the  “Golden  Age”  of  Spain.  Typical  Span- 
ish settings  and  costumes,  enhanced  by  a pseudo- 
historical  background,  lend  a wealth  of  charm  and 
interest  to  this  generally  excellent  amateur  enter- 
tainment. 

Nearly  all  the  legendary  and  fiction  characters  as- 
sociated with  Spain  figure  in  the  plot  irrespective  of 
the  time  they  were  supposed  to  have  lived.  The 
authors  have  delved  intensively  into  Spanish  lore  in 
the  Chicago  and  Cleveland  Public  Libraries,  paying 
especial  attention  to  the  stories  of  “Don  Juan,  “ “Don 
Quixote,  ” “Carmen,”  and  “The  Barber  of  Seville.” 
In  the  progress  of  the  play  each  of  the  above  four 
works  is  cleverly  and  quite  humorously  satirized. 

The  entire  performance  with  the  exception  of  the 
coaching  of  the  chorus,  which  has  been  done  by  a 
well  known  professional,  Mr.  John  Longergan,  re- 
lies upon  undergraduate  ability.  The  dialogue,  plot, 
lyrics,  music,  specialty  dances,  lighting  and  scene 
effects,  publicity,  and  management  — everything 


that  contributes  to  an  interesting  and  enjoyable  show 
is  in  the  hands  of  the  students.  Every  Christmas  va- 
cation the  Triangle  Club  makes  a tour,  which  will, 
this  year,  follow  an  itinerary  of  over  2500  miles  in- 
cluding cities  in  the  East  and  the  Middle  West. 

“1931 — ” Claire  and  Paul  Sifton’s  realistic  drama 
of  unemployment  entitled  “1931 — ’’  is  unfolded  in 
fourteen  depressing  scenes.  Pride  and  the  ineffi- 
ciency of  organized  philanthropy,  coupled  with  the 
scarcity  of  jobs,  is  the  contents  of  the  plot.  A young 
man  becomes  incensed  with  his  employer,  and  so 
leaves  the  position — confident  of  his  ability  to  pro- 
cure another  and  better  one.  Such,  however  is  not 
his  good  fortune,  and  he  soon  finds  himself  a mem- 
ber of  the  destitute  unemployed.  He,  in  desperation, 
tries  everything  possible  to  better  his  position;  in- 
cluding robbery.  He  is  possessed  with  far  too  much 
pride  to  enlist  aid  from  any  relief  agency,  and  so 
allows  the  audience  to  follow  him  through  long,  but 
unsuccessful,  attempts  to  better  his  position.  The 
piece  is  quite  morbid,  certainly  not  one  to  be  at- 
tended upon  a Christmas  Eve. 

The  second  offering  of  The  New  York  Repertory 
Company,  under  the  direction  of  Lawrence  Lang- 
ner,  founder  and  director  of  the  New  York  Theater 
Guild,  is  “The  Bride  the  Sun  Shines  On.  ” This 
comedy,  from  the  pen  of  Will  Cotton,  famous  car- 
icaturist, comes  to  New  York  after  having  been  in- 
termittently produced  by  the  same  repertory  group 
at  the  Country  Playhouse,  Westport,  Connecticut, 
during  the  past  summer.  Mr.  Cotton  has  tried,  not 
too  successfully,  to  mould  an  interesting  and  amus- 
ing comedy  from  a rather  dull  and  improbable  story. 
A Westchester  society  girl,  one  season  post-debu- 
(Continued  on  Page  2 7) 
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Curazy 

= Burr  -owings 


SWELL  STORY 

Silence.  Seventy-seventh  Street  slept.  Suddenly 
some  one  stepped  slowly  streetward.  Sadie  Schmaltz 
slipping  softly  south. 

Something  stirred  slowly,  surely.  Sadie  stopped, 
surprised,  saw  Sam  Simpson  staring  satanically. 
Sartorially  smooth  Samuel  surged  Sadie-ward.  She 
surrendered. 

Said  Sam,  surely,  “Some  secluded  spot,  some- 
where? 

Sadie  submitted  slowly.  Sam,  Sadie  stepped, 
soon  stopped,  sat. 

Spoke  Samuel,  “Some  swell  scenery.” 

“Sure,”  simpered  Sadie. 

Sam  stretched,  slumped  slowly  Sadie-ward, 
squeezed  Sadie.  Sadie  screamed,  slapped  Sam, 
stood. 

Stephen  Smith,  strolling,  saw  Sadie  slap  Sam. 
Steve  stepped  swiftly,  stopped,  stood  steadily, 
shook  Sam  severely.  Sam  sneered  sullenly,  swung. 
Steven  stepping  sidewise,  suddenly  socked  Sam 
squarely.  Sam  slumped  sickly,  sank  slowly,  signi- 
fied surrender. 

“Stand!”  shouted  Steve.  Sam  slowly  stood 
somewhat  straight.  “Scram!”  said  Steve  sharply. 
Sam  stepped  swiftly. 

Steve  stepped  Sadie-ward,  softly  spoke.  Sadie 
smiled.  Steve,  Sadie  strolled. 

Suddenly  Steven  spoke,  “Some  secluded  spot 
somewhere?  ” 

“Sure!”  said  Sadie  Schmaltz. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


HfRi: 


“Sir,  I want  your  daughter  for  my  wife.” 

“And  I,  sir,  will  not  trade.” 

— Satyr 


WH.  DO  U.  THK.  OF  THT? 

24th,  N.,  835 — 2 nicely  fur.  2d-flr. -front  hskpg 
rms.,  cont.  h.  w.,  all  convs.,  nr.  cars;  reas. 

— Public  Ledger. 

Nt.  t-nght.,  Jsphne  . . . 


— Jack-o-Lantern. 


“Curse  it!  Curse  it!”  hissed  the  villian  snatching 
at  the  girl’s  waist. 

“No,  it  ain’t,  either,”  she  retorted,  “It’s  a girdle.” 

— Beanpot 


lUKP, 

Then  there  s that  one  about  the  laziest  man  alive 
who  would  cut  a cigar  in  half  so  he  wouldn’t  have 
to  draw  the  smoke  so  far. 

— Kitty  Cat 


BVIUl 


One  of  the  freshmen,  bless  their  little  hearts,  was 
bearing  up  rather  nobly  under  a particular  weary 
R.  O.  T.  C.  drill  when  he  very  inadverently  passed 
by  the  captain  without  saluting. 

“Say,  buddie,  ” said  the  captain  with  character- 
istic sweetness,  “do  you  see  the  uniform  I’m  wear- 
ing?” 

”Yeh,  ” said  the  rookie  looking  enviously  at  the 
captain’s  immaculate  uniform,  “look  at  the  damn 
thing  they  gave  me!  ” 

— Bean  Pot. 


Pamela:  “Isn’t  Roger  a naughty  dog.  Mummy? 
He  ate  my  dolly’s  slipper.  ” 

Mother:  ”Yes,  darling,  he  ought  to  be  punished!  ” 
Pamela:  “I  did  punis’  him.  I went  stwaight  to 

the  kennel  an’  dwank  his  milk.” 

— The  Queenlander 


Ill  i:i: 

“You  are  divine,’  he  whispered. 

“That’s  damn  nice  of  you  to  say  that,”  answered 
the  shy  young  maiden. 

— Mugwump 


I 


t 

isn ’t 
(Christmas 
yet— 

but  this  will 
do 

for  the  present 


After  all,  isn’t  it  about  time  your  parents  were  made 
acquainted  with  the  facts  of  life?  And  we  don’t  mean 
inside  information  on  the  birds  and  flowers,  either.  We 
mean  your  crying  need  for  a car  of  your  own  this 
Christmas.  If  you  agree,  why  not  break  the  news  now 
— when  holiday  spirits  will  dull  the  shock  of  facing  one 
of  life’s  sterner  moments? 

You  can  make  the  ordeal  easier  for  them  by  requesting 
one  of  those  shiny  new  Chevrolet  sixes.  No  mortgage 


on  the  old  homestead  will  be  required  to  give  you  this 
car — because  Chevrolet  prices  are  among  the  lowest  of 
any  on  the  market.  The  fact  that  it  costs  less  to 
operate  than  any  other  car  will  also  help  to  ease  the 
blow.  And  you  won’t  lose  anything  yourself  by  sug- 
gesting a Chevrolet,  as  it  is  smart  enough  and  fast 
enough  to  uphold  successfully  your  reputation  as  one 
who  knows  how  to  pick  ’em.  So  brace  yourself  and  do 
your  stuff.  Remember,  Chevrolet  expects  ev'ery  man 
to  do  his  duty. 


CHEVROLET  MOTOR  CO.MPANY,  DETROIT,  MICHIG.AN 

Di'vision  of  General  lilotori 


NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 


The  Great  American  Value  for  1932 
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Preacher:  “Young  man,  don’t  you  know  you  will 
ruin  your  stomach  by  drinking?  ” 

Inebriate:  “Oh,  thash  all  right,  it  won’t  show  with 
my  coat  on.  ” 

— Yellow  Jacket. 

BIRR 

WARNING 

My  heart  is  broke. 

He  done  me  dirt; 

1 never  knew 
H e was  a flirt. 

To  all  college  girls 
Let  this  love  forbid 

Lest  you  be  done 

Like  I’ve  been  did.  , 

— Old  Maid. 

BURR 

It  was  cold  outside,  but  within  the  room,  the  fire 
in  the  grate  shone  and  crackled.  She  sat  on  the 
arm  of  my  chair.  We  were  alone  in  the  house.  I 
put  my  arms  around  her  and  drew  her  close 
unresisting.  She  was  soft;  her  body  was  warm.  1 
knew  she  loved  me. 

Was  I excited?  Was  I stirred?  I hate  to  disap- 
point you  but  1 was  for  this  little  bunch  of  loveliness 
was  not  my  Angora  cat  or  my  Pekinese — it  was  my 
girl. 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 

BURR 

Epitaph  for  our  generation — Yawning  the  boy 
fell  dead. 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 

BURR 

Sergeant  (at  police  station) — What!  You  back 
again  ? 

Frosh — Uh,  huh;  any  mail? 


She  was  only  the  rich  man’s  beautiful  daughter, 
but  what  the  hell  more  could  you  want? 

— Punch  Bowl 

liURR 

He:  “Love  is  blind !” 

She:  “Yes,  but  the  neighbors  are  not.  Pull  the 
shades  down.” 

— Yellow  Jacket  ^ 

lU'Ri: 

The  mother  who  used  to  make  a pair  of  socks 
in  one  evening  now  has  a daughter  who  is  satisfied 
if  she  makes  one  heel. 

— The  Battalion 

BURR 

She:  “Whatever  happened  to  our  star  fullback?  ” 
He:  'He  left  college.  The  alumni  failed  to  pay 

the  last  installment  on  him,  and  his  family  took  him 
back.” 

— Green  Gander 

. BURR 

Fight:  Your  family  should  keep  a scrap-book. 
Team:  Why  so? 

Fight:  You  fight  so  much. 

Black  & Blue  Jay. 

BURR 

She:  “You  remind  me  of  the  sea.” 

He:  “Wild,  romantic,  restless  ....  ?’’ 

She:  “No,  you  just  make  me  sick.  ” 

The  Battalion 


BURR 

Many  a girl  who  is  promised  a castle  to  live  in, 
later  finds  that  it’s  only  a stall. 


— Punch  Bowl. 


— The  Rice  Owl 
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He:  “How’d  you  get  that  pretty  little  round 

mouth,  honey?  ” 

She:  “From  saying  NO!  to  other  boys,  darling.” 

— The  Rice  Owl 

licp.n 

“And  always  remember,  Oswald,  that  the  dif- 
ference between  a model  woman  and  a woman 
model  is  that  the  former  is  a bare  possibility  and 
the  other  a naked  fact.” 

— Yellow  Crab 

nri:i: 

“A  woman  is  a fool  to  marry  ...” 

“Yes,  but  what  else  can  a man  marry?” 

— The  Rice  Owl 

lU'Ri: 

“Well  I’ll  be  damned,”  said  the  little  brook  as  the 
fat  lady  plunged  in. 


Our  vote  for  the  meanest  man  goes  to  the  frat 
brother  who  bought  a typewriter  without  a standard 
keyboard. 

— Yellow  Jacket 

lU’I’J! 

“She’s  a nicely  reared  girl.” 

“Yes,  she  looks  good  from  the  front,  too.” 

— Whirlwind. 

HCP.i: 

Collegian:  What’s  wrong  with  these  eggs? 

Waitress:  Don’t  ask  me,  1 only  laid  the  table. 

— Tech  Puppet. 

iin:i! 

If  all  the  co-eds  in  the  world  who  didn’t  neck 
were  gathered  together  in  one  room,  what  would 
we  do  with  her? 


— Aggrievator 


— Puppet. 
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(Continued  from  Page  1 7) 
all-around  basketball  than  Best 
or  Bomhoff  whose  very  speed 
gets  them  out  of  position  and 
thereb}”^  works  against  itself. 

The  second  year  men  have 
been  a distinct  disappointment. 
Coach  Geary  has  given  them 
every  opportunity  to  show  their 
ability  but  they  haven’t  taken  ad- 
vantage of  the  situation.  After 
a year  of  playing  together  on  the 
frosh  team  they  should  function 
smoothly  and  easily,  but  they 
don’t.  Gearheart  and  Riley  are 
the  only  promising  men  on  their 
team.  Gearheart  is  a dead  shot 
but  Riley  has  more  playing  ability 
and  in  addition,  is  larger.  Riley 
and  Strausberg  work  well  togeth- 
er as  guards  so  it  is  quite  proba- 
ble that  Riley  will  find  himself  on 
the  first  five  when  it  is  finally  se- 
lected. 
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IRON  AND  STEEL 

PRODUCTS 


Bethlehem  Steel  Company 


General  Offices: 


ItTHLEHtM 

sun 


Bethlehem,  Pa. 


I’LANTS  AT:  Iktlilehem,  I.elianon,  Steelton,  Johnstown  and  C'oatesville,  Pa., 
AVilinington,  Del.,  Sparrows  Point,  Md.,  and  Lackawanna,  N.  Y. 


STEEL  CONSTRUCTION 
McClintic-Marshall  Corporation 

Subsidiary  of  Bethlehem  Steel  Corporation 

General  Offices:  Bethlehem,  Pa, 


She:  “I  come  down  here  so  much  I feel  as  though 
I ha  done  foot  in  Philadelphia  and  one  in  New 
York.” 

He:  “Hvirray  for  Princeton!” 

— Punch  Bowl 

IICKK 

The  real  difference  between  a co-ed  and  a chorus 
girl  is  that  co-eds  learn  by  degrees — chorus  girls  by 
stages. 

— Punch  Bowl 

“She’s  like  a drink  of  the  gods  sent  down  to 
humanity.  ” 

“Which  means?” 

“Everybody’s  nectar.  ” 

— Punch  Bowl 


Sufferer:  “I'm  leaving  this  room  Saturday.  I 

can’t  find  a clean  towel  or  a piece  of  soap  to  wash 
with.” 

Landlady:  “Haven’t  you  got  a tongue?  ” 
Sufferer:  “Yes,  but  I’m  no  cat.  ” 

— Carolinian 

liciii:  - - 

He:  “Marry  me!” 

She:  “But  you  have  nomoney.” 

He:  “Yes,  I have.  Grandmother  died  and  left 
200,000  dollars  in  her  bustle.” 

She:  “My,  but  that’s  a lot  of  money  to  leave  be- 
hind!” 

— The  Battalion 

BUP.R 

Have  you  heard  the  Companionate  Marriage 
vow — “Love,  Honor,  and  No  Baby?” 

— Voo-Doo. 
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MOWRER’S  MILK 

THE  MEALEY  AUDITORIUM 

Special  Delivery  Service 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 

PHONE  2687 

Dancing  Every 

MOWRER’S  DAIRY 

Tuesday  — Thursday  — Saturday 

Bethlehem 

FEATURE  ORCHESTRA  EVERY  THURSDAY 

HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

For  the  Finest  in  the  Line  of 

Fireproof 

MEATS 

— See — 

Offers  Lehigh  Students’  friends  and  families  hotel 
accommodations  equal  to  that  found  in  the 

HAFNER  MEAT  COMPANY 

• largest  cities 

Special  Rates  to  Fraternities 

Our  facilities  are  the  best  for  class  and  fraternity 

Five  Points 

353  Broadway 

dinners,  banquets,  etc. 

Phone  1869 

Phone  2710 

Father  (reading  stories  to  five  year  old  son)  : — 
and  then  out  of  the  woods  came  a fairy  prince,  and 
who  do  you  suppose  it  was? 

Son:  Rudy  Vallee. 

— Punch  Bowl. 



A recruit  wearing  No.  14  shoes  had  enlisted  in  the 
army.  One  day  the  officer  missed  him  and  asked : 

“Has  anyone  seen  Robb?” 

“Yes,”  said  a voice,  “he’s  gone  up  to  the  cross- 
roads to  turn  around!” 

— Puppet. 

- -lu  i’.i: 

As  the  meanest  man  in  the  world  said  one  cold, 
below-zero,  blizzardy  January  night — “I  wish  I had 
a fallen  daughter  to  put  out  on  a night  like  this.  ” 

— Pointer. 


(Scratching)  — “How  do  you  get  rid  of  these 
awful  cooties?” 

“That’s  easy.  Take  a bath  in  sand  and  rub  down 
in  alcohol.  The  cooties  get  drunk  and  kill  each 
other  throwing  rocks.  ” 

— Purple  Cow. 

iui!i: 

And  then  there  was  the  little  boy  whose  parents 
were  so  poor  that  he  had  to  have  the  measels  one 
bump  at  a time. 

— Brown  Bull. 

linii! 

Teacher: — “What  insect  requires  the  least  nour- 
ishment? ” 

Percival: — “The  moth — it  eats  holes.  ” 

— Mugwump. 
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THEATRE  REVIEW 

(Continued  from  Page  19) 

tante,  is,  as  the  initial  curtain  rises,  about  to  be  wed 
to  an  eligible,  if  excessively  naive,  young  man  of 
twenty-two  or  twenty-three  years.  But,  we  find,  she 
is  really  in  love  with  a much  older  man,  an  organ- 
ist friend  of  her  family.  So,  while  eager  bridesmaids 
noisly  clamor  for  the  bride,  she  is  busily  engaged  in 
telling  her  organist  love  that  it  is  he,  not  her  fiance 
with  whom  she  is  in  love,  but  at  the  same  time  as- 
suring him  that  it  is  now  too  late  for  any  remedy. 
And,  therefore,  the  ceremony  is  performed;  but 
Psyche,  this  neurotic  girl,  goes  on  her  honeymoon 
with  the  organist,  leaving  a much  perplexed  bus- 
band  behind  her,  and  the  audience  very  much  in 
doubt  about  her  future. 

The  play  is  well  acted,  save  that  Miss  Dorothy 
Gish  is  miscast  as  the  heroine.  Rollo  Peters,  as  the 
organist,  and  Sam  Wren,  as  the  unsuspecting  and 
naive  fiance  and  husband,  contribute  excellent  per- 
formances, as  does  the  charming  Miss  Jessie  Busley 
in  a smaller  role.  Scenery  is  by  Rollo  Peters,  and 
costumes  by  Arline  Bernstein. 


KOCH  BROTHERS 

Allentown’s  Leading  Clothiers 
CENTRE  SQUARE 

We  strive  constantly  to  present  the  sort  of 

APPAREL  for  YOUNG  MEN 

that  is  in  complete  harmony  with  the  refined  tastes 
of  the  well-bred 

UNIVERSITY  MAN 

Exclusive  Distributors  for 

Hickey-Freeman  Fashion  Park  Dobbs  Hats 
Kuppenheimer  Adler-Rochester 

Manhattan  Shirts 


It  has  been  forecast  that  depression  will  make  this 
a wicked  winter.  Maybe  it  is  believed  that  even  the 
wages  of  sin  have  been  lowered. 

— Whirlwind 

RURK 

“Where  did  you  learn  to  kiss,  dear?  ” 

“Dragging  heavy  malteds  up  a straw.  ” 

— Chicago  Phoenix 

— BITRR 

“Ah  threw  mah  knee  out  of  joint  doin’  that 
Charleston.” 

“Man,  you  is  lucky — s’pose  you  had  been  doin’ 
the  Black  Bottom!  ” 

— Crimson 
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E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Warren  A.  W'ilbur,  Chairman  of  Board 
Frederick  A.  Heim,  President 

Dudlej'  C.  Ryman,  Secretary  and  Treasurer 
Chas.  A.  Bramwell,  Asst.  Sec’y  and  Treas. 
Herbert  J.  Hartzog,  Counsel 

Wm.  J.  Toohey,  Trust  Officer 
E.  D.  Mill,  Title  Officer 


Open  Saturday  Evenings,  6:30  to  8:30 


First:  "Where  1 come  from  we  like  our  liquor 

strong  and  our  women  weak." 

Second:  "And  out  west  we  like  our  liquor  hard 

and  our  women  soft.” 

Third:  "But  around  here  we  like  our  liquor 

straight  and  our  women  curved.” 

— Yellow  Jacket 

Bl'RK 

"My  girl’s  like  a shot  gun  shell.  ” 

"Howzat?  ” 

"She’s  half  powder  and  half  shot.” 

— Yellow  Jacket 

m KR 

We  played  havoc  with  the  opposing  team,  but 
this  game  Havoc  is  funny,  the  opponents  won  20 
to  0. 

— Cajoler. 


O’REILLY’S 

This  Is  Bethlehem’s  Home  of 

ARROW  SHIRTS 

Kuppenheimer  Clothes 
Knit  Tex  Top  Coats 

FULL  DRESS  -----  TUXEDOS 
New  Street  at  Third 


’Dear  Mother: 

“1  arrived  safely  day  before  yesterday.  So  far  I 
have  had  a delightful  time.  The  boys  up  her  are 
so  nice  and  polite,  1 met  the  President  of  the  Y, 
M.  C.  A.  Cabinet  last  night  and  he  has  been  very 
nice  to  me. 

“We  danced  until  12:30  last  night  and  then 
everyone  went  to  bed,  so  that  we  would  feel  good 
for  the  baseball  game  today.  The  chaperons  are 
an  old  gentleman  and  lady  of,  I should  say,  about 
fifty  years.  I talked  with  them  for  quite  a while  last 
night.  That’s  about  all  that  I can  write  now,  as  I 
am  in  quite  a hurry. 

“Love, 

“Helen.” 

BURR 

"Dear  Dot: 

"My  Gawd,  what  a place!  1 have  never  known 
such  a rush.  Met  the  college  bum  last  night  and  he 
is  simply  darling.  I am  afraid  that  1 am  falling  for 
him.  Imagine  the  girl  of  a thousand  affairs  falling 
in  love.  And  as  for  Jack,  the  poor  dear,  I haven’t 
seen  him  more  than  twice  since  I arrived. 

"Kay  Johnson,  that  frightful  creature,  is  here  and 
she  looks  a mess.  She  passed  out  last  night.  The 
chaperons  are  a young  couple  who  have  scarcely 
been  married  a year.  They  might  just  as  well  not 
be  here  for  all  the  attention  that  anyone  has  paid 
to  them.  I have  a thousand  more  things  to  tell  you 
which  don't  go  so  well  in  print,  so  1 will  close  and 
give  you  the  dirt  when  1 get  home. 

“Fondly, 

“Helen.” 

— Banter. 


CHRISTMAS  WILL  SOON  BE  HERE 

MOTHER  and  DAD,  or  SIS 
WILL  ENJOY  THE  BURR! 


SEND  THEM 


‘THE  SEASONS  GREETINGS” 

WITH  A SUBSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  REMAINDER 

OF  THE  YEAR 

Five  Big  Issues  Still  Coming 


Take  Advantage 

of 

Our  Special  Subscription  Price 

of 

One  Dollar 


George  Bienfang,  Circulation  Mgr. 

Phi  Sigma  Kappa  House,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Enclosed  find  check  for  $1.00. 

Kindly  send  Burr  to: — 


Arrov 


Shirts. 


HAWK  —the  newest  after-dar 
Arrow— and  the  first  dress  shirt  eve 
Arrow-  Sanforized  - Shrunk  —guaran 
teed  for  permanent  fit.  The  bosom  i 
smartly  tapered  for  wear  with  the  fash 
ionable  high-rise  trousers.  The  fabri 
is  a beautiful  French  piquA  TTieH.WV 
— with  its  new  bosom-shape  and  ii 
opening -at -the -back  — is  easily  th 
smartest  and  most  comfortable  ores 
shirt  Arrow  ever  made.  Three  dol 
lars  and  fifty  cents.  (The  correct  ne\ 
■Arrow  AA’ing  Collar  is  FIaig.) 

CLUETT.  PEABODY  & CO^INC  .TROY,  N.' 
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